Collarbones
Janna Neville

I'm sitting in the car, all scrunched down. So low that I can
barely see over the dash board. Luckily, I'm not driving. My husband
Dan is driving. We just got out of a movie. I cried all the way through
the movie. In fact I'm crying now, big, slow, wet tears that roll down
my cheek, chip off my jaw and land in the hollow of my collarbones.
Now I know that collarbones serve two important functions. They
keep your shoulders out straight, and, in this scrunched position, the
hollows of your collarbones catch all your fallen tears. Anyway, I
can't stop crying. I don't even know why I'm crying but I do know
that we need milk.
"We should pick up some milk on the way home," I say in a
quiet voice.
"Oh yeah, we need milk." Long pause. "Is there anything else
we need?"
I want to scream: Yeah everything, there are lots of things we
need. Carpeting, a new car, all my homework done, all my
housework done. We need our kids to stop fighting. We need our dog
to shed less hair on the floor and the couches and the beds. We need
you to get a job you like so you can be happy and so we can pay our
bills. We need to talk more; we need to spend more time holding
hands . We need to plan meaningful outings with our children so they
know we love them and had them so they could be happy and help us
to be happy. Instead I answer, "No, we don't need very much."
"Well, do you want to do any shopping?"
I want to yell: I can't shop, my eyes are red from crying all day.
Mascara is running down my face . My collarbones are full of water. I
want to say all this but instead I say, "No, it's too late, milk is
enough."
"Okay, two gallons enough?"
"Yes, that's fine."
As I watch him walk into the store I try to think about why I
have been crying since 5:00 today, why I can't go into the store, and
why, whenever I try to talk, the lump in my throat swells up to the
size of a grapefruit and threatens to choke me. I stmi with the
obvious emotions and roll through them like a housewife with a
shopping list.
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Maybe I'm crying because I'm mad. No, I'm not really mad.
Okay, I'm a little mad. I'm mad that it takes so long to put one issue
of the student newspaper together. I'm mad that I spent all day
working on it when I should have been home with my husband and
children. I'm mad that I feel like I have to do anything I can to earn a
little money. I'm mad that when I finally did get home, my family
was lying in a dirty house watching "World's Most Fabulous
Stuntmen." I'll admit I'm a little mad, but that's not why I'm crying.
Maybe I'm crying because I'm sad. Then I think, How can I be
sad? I have everything. A handsome, kind husband; four beautiful,
intelligent, functional children; a beautiful home in a beautiful city
where I know so many people my arm flaps like a puppet's as I wave
to friends I pass in my car. I am successful in my endeavors and, most
importantly, people like me. I couldn't possibly be sad.
Maybe it's some hormonal thing. I don't really understand that
stuff anymore. I can't keep track of what the cycles of my body are. I
can't even keep track of what day of the week it is. Now that I'm
done having children, those cycles are just not that important to me,
and I don 't have the time to try and figure it all out again. Besides,
I'm too liberated to use any of that female hormone nonsense as an
excuse for bad behavior.
Maybe I can't stop crying because I'm confused. What am I
supposed to be? What am I supposed to do? Am I supposed to be a
mother, a straight "A" student, a newspaper editor, a teacher, a friend
to the homeless, a missionary, not to mention wife and sweetheart?
Perhaps I am supposed to be all of these things. That is what I am
doing now, but when I get it all on paper, the prospect of doing any of
these things well sOlmds a little unrealistic. Maybe it is my job to do
all that and be the main income producer in my home. A frightening
thought enters my mind: Maybe I'm not confused at all but totally
lucid, and the futility of my situation has me severely depressed. I
don't know.
I do know this. My basement bedroom is three feet deep in the
clothes I have worn all week. My loveseat is covered in clean clothes
that are ready to fold. My laundry room floor is covered in dirty
clothes that are ready to wash. My dishes haven't been done in three
days. My car is so dirty and crammed with trash that when Dan
opened the sliding door just now to put the milk in, a pop can, some
candy wrappers, and a baseball cleat fell out.
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Maybe I'm just tired. Maybe all I need to do is go to sleep.
Sleep and forget the fact that I haven't laughed at anything, except at
myself in a hysterical tone, in weeks. Forget that I'm angry, sad,
confused and resigned. Forget that Monday morning will be here
soon enough with a list a mile long of things to do, meals to cook,
dishes to wash, laundry to fold, sons to drive and daughters to read
to. Forget I look ten years older than my husband, even though I am
five years younger. Forget the new patch of scaly, stress-induced
psoriasis that popped up on my arm, bigger than a fifty-cent piece.
Forget my four-child belly that hangs in my lap when I sit down, or
stand up.
I will also try to forget that no matter what accomplishments 1
make, the first thing people ask me is, "How is your family handling
all of this?" or the only slightly more annoying, "How do you do it
all?" 1 want to say: A better, more interesting question would be,
"Why do you do it at all?" But instead 1 usually answer, as sweetly as
possible, "I don't know, 1 forget."
As we turn into our street, another list, this time of possible
solutions, runs through my head. 1 need to look better. I need to eat
better. 1 need to go to bed earlier and get up later. 1 need to not yell. 1
need to be in more control of my house. I need my husband to get out
and find work. Work that is going to make him feel happy about
getting up in the morning. Work that will support our small lives. 1
need to laugh more, to sing more, to read more good books. As we
pull into the driveway, 1 think: 1 need my happiness to be not so
dependent on all these things I think I need.
While 1 carry the milk into the house I think that what 1 really
need is to just say my prayers and go to sleep. Before 1 can put the
milk in the refrigerator, I have to take out the empty juice pitcher, the
moldy cottage cheese container, last Sunday's leftovers, and a
package of hardened, curly tortillas. 1 need to clean out the
refrigerator.
Finally, 1 shuffle to the bedroom and kneel down by the side of
my bed. When I lean over, all the water in my collarbone hollows tips
out and trickles down my chest, where it quickly evaporates. Perhaps
with a little faith and good night's sleep, my worries will too.

Tahoma West

15

